There is a special kind of comedy that can only be produced by a family trapped in a moving vehicle for seven

hours with a melting cooler, one phone charger, and a father who believes the GPS is “being dramatic.”

Family road trips are not vacations. They are mobile social experiments with snacks. They are where personalities
sharpen, alliances form, patience evaporates, and someone eventually says, “Do not make me turn this car

around,” even though everyone knows the hotel is nonrefundable.

The best part is that the funniest stories are rarely planned. Nobody sets out to create material for a comedy
podcast while pulling out of the driveway at 6:13 a.m. In matching vacation T-shirts. Yet by lunch, the family has
already generated three funny true stories, one unresolved argument about an exit ramp, and a new inside joke

that will haunt Thanksgiving for the next decade.

I've heard, collected, and lived enough funny stories that actually happened during family road trips to know one
thing for certain: the highway brings out the truth. Not the noble truth. The weird truth. The truth where
Grandma smuggles boiled eggs real story podcast into the glove compartment “for emergencies.” The truth
where a toddler announces, with perfect timing, that she has swallowed a Lego head. The truth where Dad drives

41 miles in the wrong direction while insisting the sun has “moved.”

These are the kinds of funny real life stories that stick because they have all the ingredients: confined space, mild
desperation, bad timing, and people who love each other too much to abandon anyone at a rest stop, though

they may briefly consider it.

The sacred chaos of leaving the house
Every family road trip begins with the same lie: "We'll leave early.”

Early, in this context, means different things to different people. To the most punctual person in the household,
usually the one standing by the door holding car keys and wearing shoes, early means before sunrise. To
everyone else, early means “after | find my headphones,” “after | feed the cat,” “after | use the bathroom again,”
and "after we go back because | forgot my swimsuit, which is strange because we are driving to Ohio in

February.”

One family | know planned to leave at 5:30 a.m. For a beach trip. The father packed the car the night before with
the seriousness of a submarine commander. Bags were stacked by size. Cooler accessible. Emergency ponchos

tucked near the back. Beach chairs bungeed to the roof. At 5:28, he started the engine.
At 5:29, his wife asked if he had packed the blue duffel.

He said yes.

She asked if he was sure.

He said, with the confidence of a man about to be ruined, "Of course.”

The blue duffel contained every piece of clothing for both parents. It was still sitting in the hallway, next to a

plant, where it had been placed “so nobody would forget it.”

They discovered this 190 miles later at a gas station when their daughter asked why Mom's suitcase smelled like

potato chips. It was not Mom'’s suitcase. It was a reusable grocery bag full of beach snacks.

They spent the first evening of vacation at a discount store buying emergency clothes. The dad wore a neon tank

top that said “Seas the Day” for three days because it was the only shirt in his size. He now appears in every
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family photo looking like he lost a bet on a cruise ship.

This is the opening act of nearly every family trip. Something gets forgotten. Sometimes it is sunscreen.
Sometimes it is a toothbrush. Sometimes, in one legendary case from a neighbor’s childhood, it was the youngest
child.

Not for long. The family had driven only two blocks before the mother noticed the back seat seemed “too
peaceful.” The child was found sitting on the front steps wearing a backpack and holding a cereal bar, deeply
offended but physically fine. He brought it up at his sister’s wedding 22 years later, because the true stories

podcast of family grievance never stops recording.

The GPS is wrong, according to the man who once got lost in a mall
No road trip conflict blooms faster than the navigation argument.

GPS says turn right. Dad says, “That doesn't look right.” Mom says, “It says turn right.” Dad says, “I know a better

way."” The children, who have never paid property taxes or changed a tire, immediately pick sides with the device.

Modern navigation has removed a lot of mystery from travel, but it has not removed human pride. In some cases,
it has amplified it. A paper map could be folded incorrectly and blamed. GPS speaks clearly, calmly, and
repeatedly, which makes ignoring it feel almost athletic.

A cousin once told me about a trip to a mountain cabin where her father refused to believe the GPS because
“roads don't bend like that.” They do, in fact, bend like that in the mountains. That is one of the main features of
mountains. He kept driving straight until the paved road thinned into gravel, the gravel became dirt, and the dirt

became what appeared to be a driveway for raccoons.

The GPS, still polite, suggested a U-turn.

Her father said, “It's recalculating because we're ahead of it."
They were not ahead of it. They were behind a barn.

A farmer eventually appeared, not angry, just tired in the way of someone who has redirected many vacation

dads. He leaned against the truck window and said, “Cabin rental?”
The father said yes.
The farmer pointed back the way they came and said, “Third one today.”

That line has lived in the family ever since. Any time someone makes a wrong choice, burns toast, loses glasses

while wearing them, or purchases the wrong kind of mustard, someone quietly says, “Cabin rental?”

Navigation mishaps make great material for a funny podcast because the stakes are small but the emotions are
huge. Nobody wants to admit they turned a three-hour drive into a tour of regional livestock. Yet once everyone

is safe and the snacks are restored, the wrong turn becomes gold.

The best wrong turn | ever heard involved a family trying to visit a historic lighthouse. The GPS led them to a ferry
terminal. They assumed the lighthouse must be across the water. They bought ferry tickets. They boarded. They
crossed. They drove another 25 minutes. They found a different lighthouse, not the famous one, not even open,

but very much there.

Rather than admit defeat, the mother took photos from every angle and told the kids, “History is flexible.”



Snacks: the true engine of the family vehicle

A car cannot run on gasoline alone. It also needs pretzels, fruit snacks, bottled water, gum, crackers, grapes, and a

mysterious sandwich wrapped in foil that nobody claims but everybody fears.

Snack planning separates amateurs from veterans. Bring too little and the back seat mutinies. Bring too much
and the car becomes a rolling pantry with seat belts. There is no perfect amount. There is only the moment you

accept that someone will step on a banana.

My aunt approached road trip snacks like a quartermaster preparing for a winter siege. She packed by category
and calorie density. Sweet bag. Salty bag. “Fresh” bag, which usually became “humid cucumber sadness” by hour

four. She also had a strict rule: no messy chocolate in the car.
Naturally, her son bought a chocolate bar at the first gas station and sat on it.

Nobody noticed until they reached a scenic overlook and he got out of the minivan looking like he had suffered
a tragic accident in a brownie factory. My aunt screamed, my uncle tried to help with a wet wipe the size of a

postage stamp, and my cousin, then eight, said, “I can explain,” though he absolutely could not.

They had to stop at a laundromat in a town so small the vending machine sold bait. The boy wore his father’s
spare gym shorts while his clothes spun in the washer. The shorts came below his knees and made him look like a

very young basketball coach going through a divorce.

That story has all the makings of a classic comedy storytelling podcast segment: a rule established, a rule broken,

a consequence shaped like melted chocolate.

Then there are the snack negotiations, which can become legally intricate. One child eats all the cheese crackers
before the first toll booth. Another claims she was saving her gummy worms “for the mountains,” which are six
hours away. Someone opens tuna in the car, which should be illegal in at least 38 states. A grandparent offers

hard candy from a tin that has been in circulation since the Carter administration.

Every family develops snack folklore. In ours, we had “the forbidden orange.” During one trip, a relative peeled an
orange in the back seat on a hot day, and the scent fused permanently with the upholstery. For years, any citrus

fruit near a vehicle caused my mother to narrow her eyes like a detective at a crime scene.
“You're not bringing that in here,” she would say.
“It's a clementine,” we'd answer.

“It knows what it is.”

Rest stops, where dignity goes to stretch its legs
Rest stops are neutral territory in theory. In practice, they are where family road trips reveal their strangest truths.

People exit the car dazed and unfolded, blinking in the sun, suddenly unsure how legs work. Parents issue
instructions that sound military but involve bathrooms and hand sanitizer. Children who insisted they did not
need to go now urgently need to go. Someone stands near the vending machine pretending a honey bun is a

reasonable lunch.

A friend'’s family once stopped at a highway rest area during a long drive through the Midwest. Her grandfather,
a quiet man who rarely caused trouble, wandered off toward the restroom. Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. The
family began to worry. Her father went looking for him and found him seated in the wrong minivan, reading a

newspaper.



Same make. Same color. Different family.

The actual owners were standing nearby, too polite or too stunned to intervene. Grandpa looked up and said,

“This car smells different.”
That was his only defense.

Another family | know accidentally joined a stranger’s reunion picnic at a rest stop. They had pulled over with
sandwiches and saw a cluster of picnic tables covered in food. The mother thought another branch of their
extended family had arrived early. She waved warmly, sat down, and complimented a woman on her potato

salad.
The woman said, “Thank you,” with the cautious smile people use when a stranger praises their mayonnaise.

It took nearly five minutes for everyone to realize nobody knew anybody. By then, one of the kids had eaten a
deviled egg. The families laughed, introductions were made, and the accidental guests contributed a bag of chips
as reparations. Somewhere out there, a group of strangers probably still tells the story of the cheerful people who

wandered into their picnic and praised the sides.

Rest stops also generate intense debates over time. "Quick stop” means ten minutes to one person, 34 minutes
to another, and a full costume change to a teenager. The driver watches the clock. The passenger reorganizes the
cooler. The kids beg for souvenirs shaped like state animals. Someone buys sunglasses they will lose before the

next exit.

A rest stop may not seem glamorous, but it has the democratic weirdness of travel at its best. Truckers, toddlers,
retirees, dogs in bandanas, motorcyclists, families in matching shirts, all crossing paths for twelve minutes near a
hand dryer that sounds like a jet engine. If you want hilarious true stories, stand near a vending machine long

enough.

When the car becomes a stage

The longer the trip, the more the vehicle changes. At hour one, it is transportation. At hour three, it is a cafeteria.

At hour five, it is a courtroom. By hour seven, it is dinner theater with poor ventilation.

Children perform. Parents negotiate. Teenagers retreat into headphones until their battery dies, at which point
they rejoin the family as bitter philosophers. Grandparents provide commentary from the back row, often about

the driver's speed, posture, lane position, and moral character.

Car games begin with optimism. Everyone enjoys the license plate game for about 18 minutes. Then somebody
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invents aggressive rules. “I called Nevada first.” “You can't call Nevada if you only saw the corner.” “That was

Nebraska.” “You don’'t know geography.” Peace collapses.

The alphabet game is worse because it makes everyone stare at billboards with the intensity of stock analysts.
Families drive past signs for fireworks, antiques, peaches, jerky, and adult superstores while children shout letters

like auctioneers. The letter Q becomes a villain. The letter Z becomes a religious experience.

On one trip, my friend’s brother got stuck on X for nearly an hour. The family had passed pharmacy signs, exit
signs, and a tax office, but he missed every chance because he was sulking about a sandwich. Finally, they passed

a sign for "Xtreme Mini Golf.” He screamed “X!" so loudly their mother swerved.
They did not stop for mini golf, which he considered a betrayal of fate.

Then there are singalongs. Some families sing beautifully. Most families commit crimes against melody until the

highway itself begs for silence. The driver controls the music, unless the front passenger controls the music,



unless a child with Bluetooth access stages a coup.

A road trip playlist can expose generational fault lines faster than politics. Dad wants classic rock. Mom wants
something “everyone can tolerate.” A teen wants music that sounds like a robot falling down stairs but is
apparently emotionally meaningful. A younger child wants the same novelty song 19 times in a row. By the tenth

replay, the song no longer has lyrics. It has become weather.

One mother solved this by creating a rotation. Each person got two songs, no complaints. This worked until

Grandpa selected a 17-minute live jazz track and said, “Rules are rules.”

The family now refers to any loophole as “Grandpa jazz."

The pet was not informed this was a vacation

Bringing a pet on a family road trip sounds charming in the planning stage. The dog will gaze out the window.

The children will bond with it. Everyone will take adorable photos. The pet will become part of the memory.
The pet, unfortunately, has its own position: absolutely not.

Dogs pant. Cats vanish under seats. Hamsters should not be brought at all, yet somehow people have done it. A
pet adds warmth to a trip, but also logistics, smell, fur, surprise barking, and the kind of bodily timing that

suggests an advanced sense of comedy.

A couple | know drove nine hours with their elderly beagle, who had never cared about music until that trip. For
reasons known only to him, he howled every time a specific pop song came on. Not every song. Not every high
note. Just that one track. The family tested it, because people become scientists when trapped in a car. They
played country. Nothing. News radio. Nothing. Classic rock. Snores. The pop song returned and the beagle lifted

his head like a tiny opera singer.
By the end, the children were requesting the song just to summon him.

Another family brought a cat on a trip to visit relatives. The cat escaped its carrier inside the car, wedged itself
under the driver's seat, and refused to negotiate. The family pulled into a gas station and spent 25 minutes trying
to coax it out with treats, gentle words, and eventually a piece of turkey from a sandwich. A stranger walked by,

watched the father lying half inside the car whispering, “We respect your boundaries,” and said, “First vacation?”

Pets create crazy true stories because animals do not care about itineraries. They live in the moment, and the
moment is often inconvenient. The dog will refuse to pee at the pet-friendly stop but will strongly reconsider on
the hotel carpet. The cat will ignore the expensive travel bed and sleep in a shoebox. The parakeet, if someone
has made the bold choice to travel with one, will learn one phrase from the trip and repeat it forever. Ideally not

the phrase Dad used in traffic outside Atlanta.

Weather turns every plan into slapstick

Good weather makes a road trip pleasant. Bad weather makes it memorable. There is a reason so many funny
stories podcast episodes revolve around rainstorms, snow flurries, heat waves, fog, and the special hell of

windshield wipers that choose rhythm over function.

One family drove through a sudden summer downpour on the way to a lakeside rental. They arrived soaked
before they even unpacked because the roof cargo bag had been secured with admirable effort but questionable

technique. Water seeped into one corner and soaked a suitcase full of towels.

Only the towels.



The items designed to dry everything were themselves defeated first.

The father hung them across the rental porch like surrender flags while the kids stood around in dry clothes

offering deeply unhelpful observations. “They're wetter than the lake,” one said. A family legend was born.

Another trip involved a minivan air conditioner dying during a July drive across several states. The windows went
down. The hair went feral. Receipts, napkins, and one child's worksheet flew around the cabin like haunted
confetti. The family stopped at a gas station and bought ice, not for drinks, but to hold in plastic bags against

their necks.

Their grandmother, sitting in the back, remained cheerful for the first hour. Then she announced, “I have become

soup.”

Nobody could improve on that. For the rest of the trip, whenever the heat rose, someone would say, “"Soup

status?” and she would answer with a number from one to ten.

Snow creates a different comedy, quieter but sharper. A man once told me his family got stuck for two hours
behind a minor accident during a holiday trip. The kids built a tiny snowman on the hood during the wait, using
raisins from a trail mix bag for eyes. When traffic started moving, nobody had the heart to remove it immediately,

so they drove slowly with a little snowman clinging to the hood like a terrified mascot.
It lasted 11 minutes.

The children held a funeral in the car.

Hotels, motels, and the mystery of room 214

After hours in the car, a family approaches a hotel with the hope of pilgrims reaching a shrine. Beds. Bathrooms.
Space. Doors that close. Television channels not selected by committee. A lobby with coffee. Maybe a pool, if the

children spotted it before the parents could pretend it didn't exist.
But hotels are not the end of road trip chaos. They are simply a new venue.

A family friend once arrived late at a motel after a grueling drive. The front desk gave them a room key. They
opened the door and found a man asleep in the bed, illuminated by the blue glow of a television infomercial. The

family backed out so quietly they looked like burglars with manners.

At the front desk, the clerk frowned at the computer and said, “That room should be empty.”
The father replied, “It is not emotionally empty.”

They got a different room and a free breakfast, though nobody trusted the waffles.

Then there is the hotel pool, an attraction so powerful children can smell chlorine from the parking lot. Parents
want to collapse. Children want to swim. This disagreement has existed since the first roadside inn installed a

kidney-shaped pool and ruined adult rest forever.

One mother told her kids the pool was closed because she had reached the end of her human battery. The kids
accepted this for 40 seconds, until they saw another family walking by in swimsuits. Her youngest turned slowly
and said, "So they're going to jail?”

She took them swimming.

Hotels also expose packing failures. One person forgot pajamas. Another forgot contact lens solution. Somebody

packed only one shoe, which feels impossible until it happens. A father once wore dress socks to the hotel pool



because he forgot flip-flops and refused to walk barefoot on “public tile.” He looked like a magician who had lost

his confidence.

The breakfast buffet provides its own theater. People who normally eat toast suddenly construct plates with eggs,
cereal, yogurt, a muffin, and half a waffle because it is “included.” Children operate juice machines with the
caution of bomb technicians. Someone always burns a bagel. Someone always pockets a banana for later, giving

off the energy of a raccoon with a retirement plan.

The souvenir nobody wanted

Souvenirs should be simple: a magnet, a postcard, maybe a T-shirt. But family road trips attract strange objects.

The more tired the group becomes, the more likely someone is to purchase something baffling.

A ceramic frog playing a banjo. A snow globe from a town where it does not snow. A hat shaped like a trout. A jar

of local jam that leaks into a backpack and creates an ant situation.

One uncle stopped at a roadside attraction famous for “the world’'s largest something,” though nobody
remembers what. He bought a wooden snake for his son. It was the kind made of hinged segments, so it wiggled
realistically when held by the tail. Cute in the gift shop. Less cute when forgotten in the cupholder and discovered

by Grandma after dark.

She screamed. The driver screamed because Grandma screamed. The wooden snake flew into the front seat. The

car swerved slightly. A bag of chips exploded. Everyone survived, but the snake was exiled to the trunk.
Years later, it reappeared during a garage cleanout. Grandma screamed again. Consistency is important.

Roadside attractions are magnets for funny stories that actually happened because they exist in a zone between
commerce and fever dream. Families stop because they need a break, then find themselves staring at a two-story
fiberglass chicken or a museum dedicated to barbed wire. The children act unimpressed, but they remember

every second.

The best souvenirs are often accidental. A sunburn shaped like a seatbelt. A parking ticket from a beach town. A
photo where everyone looks miserable except the dog. A hotel key card kept by mistake. A receipt from a diner

where the waitress called everyone “baby” and brought pie without being asked.

Those objects carry stories better than polished keepsakes. Nobody gathers around a tasteful mug and says,

“Remember how normal everything was?”

Why road trip disasters age so well

A miserable moment can become funny with distance, but the distance varies. A spilled milkshake may need an
hour. A dead alternator may need six months. A tent collapsing in the rain may need three years and the
reassurance that everyone involved now owns dry socks.

The family road trip has a built-in transformation machine. While it is happening, the inconvenience feels
personal. The traffic jam is an insult. The wrong exit is a betrayal. The child vomiting into a souvenir bag feels like

the universe has chosen your vehicle specifically.

Later, the edges soften. The irritation drains out. What remains is structure: setup, escalation, surprise, and a line

someone said under pressure that could not have been written better.

Some of the best funny true stories follow the same pattern without anyone intending it.



| Road trip moment | Why it becomes funny later | | --- | --- | | Dad ignores the GPS and finds a goat farm | Pride
meets reality in a visible, low-stakes way | | A suitcase is forgotten at home | The mistake is simple, costly, and
universally understandable | | A child asks a mortifying question at a diner | Public embarrassment plus innocence
is comedy fuel | | The hotel room is already occupied | Everyone instantly understands the horror | | A snack melts,

leaks, or explodes | Mess is funniest once it is no longer on your pants |

The trick is that nobody gets seriously hurt. That line matters. A flat tire can be funny after roadside assistance
arrives. A dangerous near miss is not comic material until it is handled with care, and sometimes not even then.
The best hilarious true stories from the road live in the zone of inconvenience, embarrassment, confusion, and

absurdity. Real risk changes the temperature of the room.

That judgment is one reason a good comedy podcast host knows when to lean in and when to back off. The

funniest stories are not always the loudest or most chaotic. Sometimes the best laugh comes from a quiet
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sentence. "This car smells different.” “History is flexible.” “I have become soup.” Those lines work because they

arrived honestly, under pressure, from someone who was not trying to be clever.

How to collect your own family road trip stories without ruining the
trip
The great irony of funny real life stories is that chasing them usually makes them worse. Nobody wants a parent

narrating every inconvenience like a documentary crew. “And here we see Tyler dropping mustard on his shorts, a

classic Tyler move.” That is not memory-making. That is how you get frozen out at dinner.

The better approach is to notice small details and let the trip breathe. Write down the exact phrase someone
says, because wording matters. Take photos of the weird sign, the lopsided motel lamp, the emergency socks
purchased at a truck stop. Save the receipt from the diner where everyone ordered pancakes at 9 p.m. These

details become anchors later.

If you want to preserve the funny stories without turning into the family archivist nobody asked for, keep it
simple:

1. Jot down quotes in your phone before they vanish.

2. Take one photo of the weird thing, not 37.

3. Ask permission before sharing embarrassing stories publicly.

4. Let kids tell their version, which will be inaccurate but emotionally correct.

5. Wait until everyone has eaten before declaring something “hilarious.”

That last one may be the most important. Hunger destroys perspective. A family can laugh about many things,

but not while blood sugar is low and the only available food is a warm string cheese from the door pocket.

Stories improve when everyone feels included rather than targeted. The difference between teasing and
storytelling is affection. If the person at the center of the mishap laughs too, you probably have a keeper. If they

go quiet, put the story away. Not every moment needs an audience.

The family car as a memory machine

The car itself often becomes part of the mythology. The old station wagon with vinyl seats that branded your legs
in August. The minivan with one sliding door that required “the special lift.” The SUV that smelled faintly of soccer
cleats for its entire working life. Vehicles carry the ghosts of French fries, arguments, naps, and songs everyone

pretended to hate but secretly loved.



| know a family who named their van Bernice. Bernice had 180,000 miles, a dent shaped like a crescent moon, and
a cupholder that could not be trusted with hot liquids. On one trip, Bernice’s horn malfunctioned and began

honking every time they turned left.
Not right. Not braking. Only left.
They were driving through a small town with a lot of left turns.

At first, the family panicked. Then they started waving cheerfully each time it happened, as if participating in a
parade nobody else could see. Pedestrians waved back. A man outside a hardware store saluted. By the time they

reached the mechanic, the children were disappointed to fix it.
For years afterward, any left turn in any car prompted someone to whisper, "Bernice would've said hello.”

That is what family road trips do. They turn mechanical failure into folklore. They convert inconvenience into a
private language. Outsiders may not understand why everyone laughs at the phrase “Grandpa jazz" or “for the

mountains” or “soup status,” but families are built partly from these strange passwords.

The shared discomfort matters. Flying gets you there faster, and thank goodness for that when time is tight. But a
flight rarely gives you three hours of conversation about whether a cloud looks like a pirate or a baked potato. It
rarely produces the same collective investment in finding a clean bathroom before the next exit. It rarely turns a

wrong turn into a story retold for 20 years.

Road trips stretch time. That can be maddening. It can also be generous. There is room for boredom, and
boredom is where children ask odd questions. There is room for detours, and detours are where the best diners

hide. There is room for small disasters that become family property.

The stories that survive the miles

Ask people about childhood vacations and they often skip the postcard moments. They may barely remember
the scenic overlook everyone drove hours to see. They may forget the name of the museum, the beach, the cabin,
the national park trail. But they remember the raccoon that stole the hot dog buns. They remember Mom
laughing so hard at a gas station sign that she had to sit down. They remember Dad trying to pronounce a town
name and getting corrected by a cashier half his age. They remember the motel with the vibrating bed that

turned on by itself at 2 a.m. And made Grandpa shout, “The room is possessed.”
The polished parts of travel blur. The ridiculous parts sharpen.

That is why funny stories that actually happened during family road trips feel different from invented jokes. They

carry dents. They smell like sunscreen and upholstery. They have witnesses who interrupt each other to correct
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the timeline. “No, the chocolate was on the left side.” “It was not July, it was June.” “You forgot the part where

Aunt Linda blamed the map.” The argument over details becomes part of the ritual.

These stories also remind us that families do not become close because everything goes smoothly. Smooth is
pleasant, but it does not always bond. Shared absurdity bonds. So does solving small problems together,

forgiving each other’'s bad moods, and laughing once the crisis has shrunk to the size of an anecdote.

A family road trip is rarely graceful. It is too cramped for grace. Someone will pack badly. Someone will snore in
the passenger seat with their mouth open. Someone will drop a fry between the seats and retrieve it with the
seriousness of an archaeological dig. The GPS will say something unhelpful at the worst moment. A child will
need a bathroom six minutes after the last bathroom. A parent will claim they are "not mad, just focused,” which

fools no one.



And yet, years later, these are the stories people request.
“Tell the one about the wrong minivan.”

“Tell the one about the ferry to the wrong lighthouse.”
“Tell the one where Grandma became soup.”

The road keeps giving families material, whether they want it or not. Every trip has the potential to become an
episode in the ongoing funny stories podcast we carry in our heads, the one hosted by whoever has the best

timing and fact-checked by relatives with loud objections.

So pack the snacks. Check the blue duffel. Trust the GPS at least most of the time. Keep a towel where you can
reach it. Never underestimate a hotel pool. And if someone says, “This will be funny someday,” believe them, but

feel free to be annoyed first. That is part of the process.

Someday usually arrives somewhere around the next holiday dinner, when the story gets told again and everyone
laughs before the punchline because they can already see it: the car, the rain, the melted chocolate, the wrong

turn, the wooden snake, the family waving through town in a honking van named Bernice.

The destination was never going to compete with that.



